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"As though I could sleep after such a visit," he says in
A Writer's Diary. "What enthusiasm! What a triumph! And
the thing that was particularly precious to me was their at-
tention. I distinctly recall my thoughts at that moment: these
people are successful, they are received everywhere with
congratulations, welcomed warmly, flattered; but they came
to me with tears in their eyes at four in the morning, because
my book was more important than sleep! Ah, how beautiful
it was!" Grigorovich on his sofa could hear Dostoevsky
walking back and forth in the adjoining room until day-
break.
The next day Nekrasov, as he had promised, went to see
Belinsky and declared solemnly: "A second Gogol has been
born to us."
"Among your crowd," the critic answered severely,
"Gogols grow like mushrooms!" He agreed, however, to
keep the manuscript and promised to read it. This alone was
an important concession, for at that time Belinsky was recog-
nized as the greatest Russian critic, honest and feared.
This sickly man who lived in a humble apartment, who
coughed and spat blood and knew he was doomed to die
very soon, had outbursts of enthusiasm and anger that shook
Russian public opinion. He applauded and deprecated alter-
nately, in a sequence of rapid aboutfaces. Dostoevsky said
he was "the most hurried man in Russia" and his contempo-
raries nicknamed him "Vissarion the Furious/' He completed
his education hastily, became infatuated with theories he had
no time to assimilate, dropped them and picked them up
again, all the time suffering with his whole soul At the be-
ginning of his career he took up idealism, art for art's sake,
introspective contemplation and Olympian detachment from